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disappointment. I saw that what I was really suffering from was
wounded vanity. Brigitte took me back with her to Larjuzon. I
felt that she resented the fact that I was being so reasonable. But
all through that tropical summer of 1911 the evidence was too plain
for her to mistake. Far from being mortally wounded by my
disaster in love, I found it a stimulus, and was driven by a wild
desire to get what compensation I could from life. That summer I
found a wonderful antidote in the prolonged reading of Balzac.
An author is neither moral nor immoral in himself. It is our own
attitude of mind that decides what his influence on us is to be. In
my then state of mind, Balzac put me in love with life, though at
the same time he infected my still childish mind with a strong dose
of cynicism. I was enchanted by the coldly calculating tricks and
subterfuges of his young heroes.

It was about this time that Brigitte began to cut herself adrift from
me. I had disturbed the idea of love which she had built up for her-
self. There was nothing that she had come to dislike more in anyone
than an absence of passion. She could not bear to think, that I had
recovered from my disappointment so quickly. She did not dare
admit diis to me, but I could feel that she suspected me of not be-
longing to the true race of tormented lovers. I did not then know
how far her self-deception had gone.

Michele spent the summer holidays of 1911 with the Mirbels at
La Devize. The only resource, therefore, left to me and my step-
mother was reading. Her gloom deepened. Already she had begun
to grow slack in the performance of her religious duties. Her talk
was more and more concerned with one subject only. Human
passion had become an obsession with her. Occasionally she spoke
to me of my mother in a tone of hostility which betrayed both
admiration and envy. But for the most part she remained silent,
lying on the veranda, a faint flush staining the dead white of her
face.

1 have always had a horror of neurasthenics, and that year I
welcomed the necessity of having to go back to Paris. It was a way
of escape. I still wrote to my stepmother, but our letters were